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Fun Week by Week. 


By tHE Party ON THE Sport. 


Wednesday.—Got up early to see Sir Alfred Milner land at Oape 
Town. Enthusiastic reception. The right man in the right place 
seemingly, and very likely to be the right man in a tight place. 
Having an appointment for the Two Thousand, hurried back to 
keep it. Hada push over the herring pond, and got there just in 
time to see the Jingo’s defeat the Arbitration Bill. Can you 
wonder? When a Jingo can’t threaten war on all sorts of ‘‘ hear 
says,’ how is he to impress the gentle voter with his patriotism ? 
That’s what I want to know. 


EH? WHAAT! 


As long as we can threaten war 
On fancies anecdotic, 

We always have an outlet for 
The pseudo patriotic. 

So, lest we lose our easy fame, 
Our forces we must muster— 

If Arbitration were the game, 
What would become of bluster ? 


Looked in at the Fine Art Society to have a look at Van Beers’ 
pictures. Same old game—smart—“ Parisian ”"—mixed technique. 
Afterwards to the Crystal Palace to hear Professor Herkomer on 
‘Victorian Art.’”’ He was a good deal on it, seemed to me—down 
on it. Dined with Lord Lister and the Royal Literary Funders. 


Thursday.—Country stirred to its centre by news of the capture of 
‘‘Silomo.” Roars of laughter everywhere—business at a standstill 
for several hours, and subdued chuckles heard far into the night. 
Gaiety of nations much augmented. Had greatest difficulty in pre- 
serving my gravity as I helped Princess Christian to open the Crystal 
Palace Victorian Exhibition, and Her Royal Highness suspiciously 
tremulous. Got a little quieter when accompanying little Miss 
Dorothy Drew from Hawarden to Windsor Castle on a visit to Her 
Most Gracious, and acquired a becoming gravity of demeanour in 
time for the great Primrose meeting at the Albert Hall. Dined 
with the Hon. John Hay and Mr. Bayard at the dinner given by 
the former to the latter. 


Friday.—As an outcome of the Grecian “slump,” Colonel 

Vassos had to leave Crete. Saw him off quietly. Greeks seem to 

quarrelling among themselves apparently. Perhaps they'll 
manage that business better than the other. 


THE TEST. 


They can (though weak) 
Fight their own people, for, 

** When Greek meets Greek, 
Then comes the tug of war ”’ ; 





But other work 

They funk and run and squeak of— 
When Greek meets Tur 

There seems no war to speak of. 


Heard Anthony Hope lecture at the Royal Institution. Dined 
with a lot of Americans at the Hotel Cecil, who had met to fed 
Messrs. Hay and Bayard, the coming and the parting guestr. 
Dined also at the Jubilee Banquet of the Printsellers’ Association 
at the Café Royal. 


Saturday.—Had a — time at Mr. Mortimer Menpes 
Japanese Show after seeing Mr. Bayard off to America from South- 
ampton. Splendid afternoon. Dined in the evening with Mr. 
Lecky and the Booksellers’ Provident Society. Fancy booksellers 
having to be provident! Dined also with the Bishop of London, 
Sir E. J. Poynter, etc., and the Artists’ Bronce 4 Benevolent 
Society. The Bishop spoke an excellent piece, 


Monday.-—-Went over to Brussels to help King Leopold open the 
exhibition, as he had promised to do. Very successful opening, and 
promises to be a very successful show. Didn't see anything under 
eighteenpence that I should care to bring away with me, but, then, 
I’m rather fastidious. Lunched at the Mansion House with the 
Japanese naval officers (and the Lord Mayor). After which got 
round to Queen’s Hall, Langham Place, and hel to look at the 
evclutions of the Boys’ Brigade. Discharged this arduous duty 
efficiently, and then hurried off to make one in the Bismarckian 
torchlight procession. Didn’t get any dinner, but B. stood me a 
bit of Gruyere and a big tankard of lager. 


Tuesday.—Had a look at the very respectable amateur art 
exhibition at 105, Piccadilly, before making one at the most 
successful and brilliant Drawing Room we've had for many 
a day. Her Most Gracious looked exceptionally well, and was 
good enough to say I looked as if a holiday would do me good. Had 
& look at a lot of small fox terriers benched at the Royal Aquarium, 
and then went off to a lively meeting of the City of London 
Guardians. It seems they are accused of lunching too liberally at 
the expense of the ratepayers, and the Local Government Board 
are asking if that is so, and, if so, the reason why. 


THIRSTS. 
= Guardians may have a thirst, 
And eke a twist upon them 
They like to have their little burst 
ith age | to con them. 
And when their meat and drink is stored 
They shrink from observation, 
But can’t endure a Local Board 
That thirsts for information. 


Dined with the New Vagabond Club. A good dinner and some 
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A Victim of Science. 

A fluorescent screen, measuring 
ert 14ft., intended to show the full- 
lengt all at one view, upon an 
occasion when the a tus was being 
inspected by a number of persons, was 
the meanis of creating an embarassment 
almost beyond the power of words to 
describe. A lady having incautiously 

in the line of rays was suddenly 

isplayed on the e screen, and her 

costume, of course, did not count for 
much in the picture.—The Lancet. } 


An XTRAORDINARY XPERIENCE. 


“X Rays are what I want to see!” 
The damsel cried Xcitedly ! 

“ Xtremely int’resting they are !"’ 
And so her Xcellent mama 

Took her Xpectant daughter fair, 

By Xpress train to where they were ! 
Now, strange to say, these queer X Rays 
Had the Xact, same, fatal craze! 
They wanted most Xcessively, 

This dainsel Xquisite to see ! , 
They saw her too!! Xpressions fail! 
Xcuse me finishing this tale | 
Xcitedly the damsel made 














































































“ We wish not for your money or 
Moral support,” so quoted he 
The circular; then, sick and sore, 
The grave defection noted he! 


“ The plea’s gone forth—it’s vain to sigh !|— 
Yet, ere afar we spreaded it, 
Why, why—ob, why—neglected I 
he el strictly to sub-edit it? 
Two adjectives and one conjunc. 
Were lately given renown by me, 
And etiam nunc '’—his features shrunk— 
“‘ They might have been set down by me! 
An Mom-like touch bad made this Dutch 
Effusion more effectual, 
Had I but given my pen a clutch, 
And—after ‘ monat '—written (for such 
Addendum, sure, had boomed me much ! ) 
The words—‘ AND INTELLECTUAL ’!”" 


* Our readers will, we feel sure, have no need to be reminded of Kruger's 
recent preposterous claim against Great Britain for “moral and intellectual 
damages.”-—Ep., “Fux.” 








so eRe, A hurried Xit to the shade ! 
, , ‘ Wey ag Pan ; ij nal 
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~~ NIA TNA Hh We N Mr. Soaker.—* My boots seem rather 
. . | ie Aa tight this morning.”’ 
‘ ) ta Ag, ’ Mrs. 8S. (sarcastically).—‘*I don’t 
AY Pe 4 nA  2—_ , wonder at it. They must have been — 
a Vy LL, P af ai, / 4 * P 
MR wer 9% ae 7 ae 4 “a very drunk last night, or they wouldn’t 
\1,/ /* SX uy ave gone to bed with you!” 
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Pruner “ y/ |! . ’ 
DIGNITY AND IMPUDENCE. No Presents. a 
The Manewvres. First Chorus Girl.—“ Do you like tall je 
’Arry.—** Now, Oi’m shewer Oi've seed this ’ere figger someweres! Weer cud men, Maude ?”’ A 
that a’ bin?” Second Ditto.— Well, I don’t like a v 
Bill." Houtsoide the "bacca shop in ’Igh Street, Kimden Tawn, myte! ” man when he’s ‘short’! ” 
Oom’s Lost Opportunity. | : : 
| Cruden v. Lempriere. 
[* We'do not want your money or moral* support ; we want you. | 
Come and help us! "— Transvaal Circular to Afrikanders.} [Since the outbreak of war between Turkey and Greece, there — 
Waren Oom the Shrewd at leisure viewed, has been a tremendous “ run” on Lempriere’s Classical Dictionary. 
And reconstrued more carefully, A reverend gentleman, subscribing to the Daily Chronicle’s 
The terms in which his scribes had sued meritorious fund for the Greek wounded, writes after his name, “ ‘ Z ys 
All Afrikanders prayerfully am a debtor to the Greeks.’—Rom. 1., 14.’"] Ti 
For timely aid, his face displayed | T! 
A certain shade of fretfulness ; We have never a word to say a 
And o’er a fatuous move he’d made Save of fullest and highest praise, F; 
He pondered with regretfulness. For all who assist, with what means they may, Bi 


Such a laudable fund to raise. 
But in admiration we’re wrapped 
Of the clever clerical gent. 
Who, along with his gift, has so truly apt 
A quotation from Scripture sent. 
And all charity liets will prove 
Most instructive, indeed, to read, 
If his pious example shall others move 
To follow the Reverend’s lead ! 


Bibliopolists seem to say 
That the quarrels of Greek and Turk 

Have enhanced the sale, in a wondrous way, 
Of old Lempriere’s useful work. 

But in second favourite’s place 
Will old Lemp. be condemned to sit, 

If givers grow eager their gifts to grace 
With allusions from Holy Writ! 

Deep attention will then be paid 
To Concordance’s copious lore. 

And a run be on popular “‘ Cruden ”’ made, 
Such as never was made before! 
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Conciliation ! 


(“The Kaiser is said to have come to 
the ageorweag _— the feud =e 
the Eng and German peoples is up- 
worthy of both nations, pelt redound 
to the advantage of neither.”—Daily 
Paper.] ep ge 

THE Karser (loquitur) :— 


Ir is very silly, very, 
To keep up this idle feud; | 
Let’s foregather and be merry, 
As two sister nations should : 
If England I offended—why 
I designed it for her good ! 





She was getting rather bumptious, 
And she meant to smash the Boer; 
Ah, her little game was scrumptious, 
) ’Twas @ game she’s played before ; 
When with intent a wire I sent— 
Say, what could a man do more! 


To that simple act I fancy 

i Great importance you attach, 

i But how any Briton can see 

. Any harm in my despatch 

Has greatly vexed my mind perplexed, 
Aye, aod lifted half my thatch! 








So I’ll check my course erratic, 
And in future I will try 

To be wise and diplomatic, 
Never playiog hand that’s high ; 

So in external bonds fraternal 
Let’s be fettered, you and I! 


A “Sharp” Way with 
Novelists. 


| 

[Mr. Robert Barr (‘Luke Sharp’) | 

announces that he has developed a pro- 

ject for the “‘ Painless Extinction of the 
Average Novelist.’’] 





‘IF novelists at whom the critics carp 
Were squelched,” says Barr, ‘‘ ’twould 
add unto our merriment,” 
But he himself must luke exceeding 


Or he may be selected for experiment! 








MAY MEETINGS. 


(Scene: The Strand, Two Parsons meet.) 


sharp, The Seedy One.—* Is life worth the living?” 
The Swell One.—“ H’m, yes, some’imes; mine is worth a thousand a year!” 
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Babbling Ballads of the Bicycle. 


There are ballads of the Saxon, and heroics of the Scot, 

There are ballads that are beautiful, and ballads that are not, 
There are ballads of the battle, of the chaise, and of the heart, 
There are ballads of simplicity, and ballads that are smart, 

From the time of English Harold to the age that loves a “ strike,” 
But the poet of the pedals sings the ballads of the bike. 


No. 1. 
THE PHILOSOPHY OF THE THING. 





My bicycle, my bicycle, 
I'll sing your praises high, 
Like Nansen to an icicle 

Am I to you, my bi! 


I’ll sing of love and leafy lanes, 

And gems that Hope and I cull 

Shall end the query of the swains 
To sigh or not to cycle. 


Methinks I’ll “‘ scent the morning air,” 
And ride upon it too, 

What time the morning star, so fair, 
Has wept a fond a-dew. 


To ride when Nature's mantle’s damp 

An inoffensive meddler, 
Where doomed I seemed to go “ on tramp ” 
Rejoicing I’m a pedlar! 








And eve, when bats and beetles skim 
And dro ping branches dim all, 
I’ll scent above the rubbered rim 
An odour not of Rimmel, 


And I shall ever more be glad 
As down the lanes I paddle, 

And when I’m hipped, or sore, or sad 
Commend me to my sad-dle. 


When I may smile, that kings to be 
May come to grief unknown, 

And unreported then will be 
The speeches from the Thrown ! 


So, hail the steed of high and low, 
And thou shalt prove me leal, 

And I perchance forget my woe 
In thinking of my wheel ! 
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ote Honours for the Laureate. 


Ir is rumoured that the name of Mr. Alfred Austin, Poet — 


Laureate, will figure amongst the Jubilee honours. We sincerely 
hope it will, aa ft wil po Alfred to show a title to his position, 
a task which has proved rather difficult upto now. There is an 
excellent precedent for the prospective honour, Tennyson, look 
you, was made a baron, and it is a nice little riddle to while awa 
your leisure hours to decide which is the more barren and whic 
the more fruitful of the two. Posterity, doubtless, will supply o 
decisive answer ! 
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Miss Newman. 
my style of beauty.” 


Mrs. Sweet —** No—I suppose not.” 


Light-Giving Points. 


Goop Heavens! This is too much light! 
I well could do with less 
It puts my cunning schemes to flight, 
Till wrong appears no longer right, 
And war * blood guiltiness.”’ 
This burning sky prefigures strife 
I wish that it would cease 
With good intentions I am rife, 
For I have been throughout my life 
A simple man of Peace. 


Good gracious! How the heavens flame, 
With fiery darts like steel! 
The sight upsets my little game 
And language fails me to exclaim 
How very queer I feel 
Perchance it means another raid 
My peaceful life to fret, 
Such things are very bad for trade, 
And damages, I'm much afraid, 
Are difficult to get. 


And yet the damage I receive 
Plays havoc with my mind; 
My morals, too, it may upheave, 
And nobody will e'er believe 
The damage I may find 





VERY POSSIBLE. 


‘My dear, I saw Lady Elton the other day—the one that is considered so very lovely. 


And if I say a ‘‘million pounds,’’ 
To put it in the rough, 

A merry smile will go the rounds, 

While all the trembling air resounds 
With mocking cries of * Stuff! ”’ 


Good gracious! How they come and go, 
Those pointed tongues of fire 

As if the earth they meant to sow 

With sword and flame in serried :ow, 
Which is not my desire. 

A little sword, a little flame, 
Of war the slightest touch, 

And carried on in Peace’s name— 

Was simple Kruger’s little game 
And more would be too much. 


Enough’s as good as any feast— 
I wanted just enough— 
My armament I have increased, 
I thought 'twould do, that is, at least 
As simple homely bluff. 
But if, of course, it will not do 
I really must decline. 
To wait and see the matter through, 
‘*Climb down,"’ mayn't be my burgher's 
view, 
But anyway it’s mine, 
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3ut, really—she is not at all 


I cannot say I like a row— 
I’m peacefully inclined— 
As things are looking warmish now, 
I think the time has come to bow 
Avd murmur “ never mind.”’ 
Those spikes of flame I must regard 
As omens grim and grave— 
A1d, though the lesson’s rather hard, 
I think I’d best be on my guard, 
And mind how I behave 


Suppose Bull bas it in his mind 
To marshal his array— 
And, leaving kindly thought behind, 
Come out, and simply “go it blind,” 
Say, down Pretoria way. 
Why how unpleasant that would be, 
’'T would put us all about— 
And Joubert would be up a tree— 
For it has just occurred to me 
That Mr. Gladstone’s ‘‘ out.” 


Good gracious! Well, I’ve had my fill 
Of simple panic fright— = 
Though Leyds will doubtless take it ill— 
I’ll tear this pretty little ‘‘ bill” 
And thrust it out of sight. 
The darting flames increase, increase, 
Fell omens they of strife— 
From playing bluff I mean to cease, 
For I have been a man of peace 
s vp 
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LIGHT-GIVING POINTS. 


THAT THE POLITICAL HORIZON HAD A CLEAR AND UNCLOUDED ASPECT. HOWEYN KK, 


GRATITUDE THAT THERE ARE MANY LIGHT-GIVING POINTS; TO BE DISCERNED.” 
PEECH AT THE OPENING OF THE VOLESRAAD 
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“IT WOULD HAVE BEEN A HEARTFELT JOY COULD ] HAVE MEP YOU WITH THE 
PRESIDENT KRUGER'S 


(For Cartoon Verser, see page 154 ) 
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FRANK ASSURANCE 
I MUST ADMIT WITH 
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The Adventures of Mr. Jeremiah 
Winklepuff. 
No. 10.—* MASHING.” 


For nearly an hour I traversed the shady groves of the 
Zoological Gardens in search of my late tormentor. If I had 
met him during that time I tremble to think what would have 

, for, t h only a small man, I am a giant when roused, 
I had made up my mind to commit a breach of the peace on 
the person of Bofiles. 

Ridicule will, they say, soften the greatest anger. It was so in 
my case. As 1 was rushing backwards and forwards in mad search 
for my enemy, 4 little girl, who had evidently, been watching my 
movements with some alarm, said to her mother: “ Can’t he find 
his cage, mummie, dear?” Dear littleinnocent! She little knew I 
had, indeed, found one, and had only just been released. 

The remark made me think I was, perhaps, making myself too 
conspicuous, and I endeavoured to reduce my rage into a more 
dignified shape. 
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I succeeded 
in calming my- 
self after a 
time, and then 


a reaction set 
tid in, 
| 1) JRRITATE! I thought of 
rid soffles welter- 
Lhd THiS ing in his 0, 
\ stricken own 
A ‘ANIMA by my hand. 


I thought of his 
landlady, per- 
haps the only 
creature who 
had ever cared 
for him, and to 
whom he owed 
so much, I 
thought of his 
large hend, his 























{ 
agposen s: brawpy arm, 
+L and I forgave 
————— him and wept. 
a y But now a fresh 
- ee alarm took pos- 
VL Ly ce ree ee session of me. 

I had lost my 

young and in- 





nocent scn in 


the gay and 

festive throng. 

What if I had 

“I tHovent oy BorrLes WELTERING IN HI8 GORE, Jlogt him for 
STRICKEN DOWN BY MY HAND.” ever? 


My fears were, however, soon set at rest, for, in passing the 
‘‘ bear pit,” I beheld the sleeve of a coat I thought I recognised. It 
was passed lovingly round a robust and gushing servant girl of 
some 30 summers. She was giggling and throwing bits of currant 
bun into the bear’s mouth, regardless of the cries of her charges, 
whom every now and then she silenced with— 

“ Yer little limbs, if yer don’t shut yer row I'll gie the bear all 
yer bun, d’yer?”’ 

She was robbing these poor children to satisfy the hunger of that 
great, gaunt, red-mouthed beast. Even Ermyntrude, in her wildest 
flights, would never have done that. Telemachus looked rather 
ashamed as I strode up and gave the girl a piece of my mind. She 
was very saucy, and said— 

“'Taint none of your business. Walk yer chalks off, and leave 
me and my young man alone.” 

“Ob, Telemachus Jupiter,” I said, sorrowfully, turning to my 
son. “Is she in truth your flancée?"’ 

“Give us a chance, dad!" he returned. ‘I don’t like ’em 
a. I was only holding her up in case she fell into the bear 

t. here's Boffey ?"’ 

“* We will go in search of him,” I said, ‘“‘and leave this giddy 
female to attend to her domestic duties."’ 

The “giddy female " was saucy again, and said I was a grunting 
old hippopotamus—(I am gradually learning the names of some of 
the animals in the Zoo)—and that I might go to Halifax—lI think 
he said—and take my brat with me. W'e went (not to Halifax, but 
> find Boffles). 











a 





It was a weary search. What a number of restaurants there are 
in the grounds, but perhaps we went into the same one more than 
once. 

We found him at last. He was ina state of helpless intoxi- 
cation, being escorted by two policemen, and a small, but select, 
following of little boys. 

We accompanied the procession in mournful silence, and saw 
him ejected at the nearest entrance. His latest freak had been to 
try and swim the Polar bear round his tank fora drink. It wasa 
mercy he escaped with only a wetting. So much for Boffles! I 
breathed more freely. J will not bail him out. He will need it I 
fear, both literally and metaphorically. 

I endeavoured to improve the occasion with Telemachus. He 
said— 

* Oh! I’m not taking any of that, governor.” 

“‘T hope not, my son,” I said. ‘It’s a very pernicious—— ”’ 

“Dry up, dad,” he returned; ‘‘ you are so refreshingly verdant. 
Stash up the paternal, or I’ll ruck.”’ 

Really there are times when Telemachus seems to have a 
language of his own, and I have to ferret out his meaning. 


He evidently meant that he was not, just now, desirous of any 
fatherly advice on the subject of temperance, so I reserved my 
little homily for a more fitting occasion. His next remark rather 
staggered me. It was— 


** Say, dad, here’s two stunners. 
wish Boffey were here.”’ 

I turned my gaze to the spot he indicated, and saw two flashily- 
dressed girls, who, with mincing gait &nd affected manner, were 
simpering along. ‘‘ Take ‘em on.” In my young days we were 
more courtly in our sayings. We didn’t “take ’em on” when 
Amelia was wooed and won. Alas! she has been the one ever 
since. 

With great trepidation I saw Telemachus advance and speak to 
these girls, who had so taken his fancy. 


The word “mash” had often puzzled me. Here was an illus- 
tration of it, right before my eyes. It is an interesting function, 
especially to the actors, and is the only game that onlookers do not 
see the best of. I think Telemachus had played the game before, 
he seemed so perfectly at his ease. After a while, he beckoned me 
across, and in- 
troduced me as BZ 


his particular 
friend, ‘* The 
Honourable 
Mr. Fitz- 
foodle.”” Then 
said, in a 
whisper, ‘‘ Call 
me Li; short 
for Lionel Va- 
vasour.” The 
girls laughed 
wher they saw 
me, and heard 
my fictitious - 
name, which / 
they said fitted 
me better than 
my gloves. 

They had 
never heard of me in society, but would take my friend’s (Tele- 
machus’) guarantee that I was respectable. 

Their names were Lady Gertrude and Lady Gladys, and they 
were very affable and condescending, especially when Telemachus 
invited them to partake of some refreshment. Lady Gertrude fell 
to my share, and was very nice. She saidI put her in mind of her 
pa, the Duke. She also wanted to kiss me, across the table, between 
the sips of her cherry brandy. It was my first interview with one 
of the “ upper ten,” and really I had no idea they were anything 
like that. It would have been very pleasant, no doubt, but for the 
publicity of the place. 

I had some cherry brandy as well (which made me feel quite 
lively), und then we all went over to see more of the animale. 
They would persist in making me walk in the centre, al! holding 
arms, and singing “ All in a Row,” to the indignation of the other 
visitors and keepers, who several times cautioned us. 

We were brought to a dead standstill at last by a sight that 
seemed to freeze the marrow in my bones. 

Standing in full view, with a terrible frown onher face, was 
AMELIA ! 

= had evidently altered her mind, and come on by a later 
train. 


Shall we take ’emon? Oh! I 





“Catt me Li; sHorT ror LIoNEL VAVASOTR.” 
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Virginius, whose platitudes cannot hide 
the human nature and the acute pathos of a 
story much overladen with the rhodomontades 
deemed necessary in the great Macready’s 
day, Sheridan Knowles’ play, has so many 
dramatic and impressive moments that one 
loses sight of the terrible tall talk, the 
gh high falutin’ in which the story is 
tol 


You all know the story of Virginius, of 

—— course, and those who don’t will not admit it, 
so I am spared the necessity of even touching upon that most 
wearisome necessity. 

The good old tragedy is splendidly acted at the Lyric. One could 
not easily and would not readily forget the Virginius of Mr. Wilson 
Barrett ; its tragic pathos, its virile power, its emotional effect, was 
positively thrilling. A sweeter, more affecting Virginia than Miss 
Maud Jeffries could not be imagined. The combined power 
and sweetness of this father and daughter were irresistible and 
moved many totears. Mr. Franklin McLeay—always a fine actor,— 
Miss Frances Ivor, and the rest were all excellent. The hearty 
applause bestowed on Saturday evening was one of the most hope- 
ful things our drama has of late experienced. 

I crossed over the way to see Chand d’Habits at Her Majesty’s. 
I ’chand d’habit mind if I never see it again. There is only one 
thing to be done with a hopeless affair like this latest 
play without words, and that is to remain dumb. It is 
appropriate—and expressive. There are some wordless plays 
upon which words would be wasted. ‘’Chand d’Habits 
is one of them. You are always wondering when you will be 
thrilled. Pierrot, you see, has hanged himself and is cut down in 
the nick of time by a lady named Musidora, who invites him to go 
with her that night toa bal masque, and he joyfully consents. When 
she has gone, however, he remembers that he has no fancy dress. 
An old clo’ man passing by at the moment, Pierrot runs a sword 
through him, and robs the dead man of some of his finery. From 
this moment Pierrot is haunted. Everything, everybody, turns to the 
old clo’ man before his eyes. He fights a duel, his opponent fades 
away into the old clo’ man. He is about to caress his mistress—— 
he finds himself embracing “’Chand d’Habits.”” The idea is very 
gruesome, but, clever as some of the stage illusions are, they do not 
thoroughly convey the uacanniness of the author’s con- 
ception. No doubt these details are better by this time, 
but in any case ’Chand d’Habits could not be a success. M. 
Severin, from Paris, played with much skill but little feeling as 
Pierrot. Mr. Charles Lauri on the first night was a splendid 
‘Chand d’Habits. Since then he has retired from the cast. Mlle. 
Zanfretta was, of course, a beautiful, graceful, and dramatic 
Musidora. 

I do not suppose we shall hear very much more of Solomon's 
Twins, produced at e trial matinée at the Vaudeville. The whole 
of the “ fun” turns upon a will. Of course, you have only got to 
make your will sane anand and you can get all the complica- 
tions you want out of it. The value or the humour of those 
complications, however, is not likely to be great. 

Striking and admirable performances of The Doll's House were 
Riven by the Independent Theatre Society at the Globe at matinées 
last week. There could be no doubt as to the wonderful strength 
of the interpretation. Miss Janet Achurch as Nora and Mr. 
Courtenay Thorpe played marvellously well, and many of their 
companions were worthy of praise. The Doll’s House is not an 
attractive plaything, and I should much prefer a rocking-horse ora 
g0-cart, but it is a weirdly and graciously interesting piece that 
always seems to be superbly well acted. GOssaMER, 
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To all to whom these presents shall come Ben sends Greeting in the 
guise of Polonius, with his sage saws, filiall 4m and subse- 
uent As mag _— 4 ee old man. ir. utcombe Gould’s 

: 6 wasa very creditable portrayal, and ip soliloquy was, at 
times, impressive ; an inclination to rush and clip den Malivery 
—_— would otherwise have been a fine interpretation of this 
c ter. The final tragic episode was quite free from burlesque, 
into which one false step would inevitably plunge it. Miss Lily 
Hanbury’s Ophelia was somewhat crude, but her manifestation 
of madness with its alternating humours was conspicuously 
realistic. The Queen was ably played by Miss Allestree, Laertes 
by Mr. G. R. Foss, and Mr. C. Thorpe as the Ghost made one feel 
quite shivery. These Shakesperian revivals at the Olympic should 
meet with successful support from the playgoing public. Mr. Ben 
Greet intends to change the play at short intervals, and promises 
the production of The Merchant of Venice and Antony and 


Cleopatra. 


Lottie Collins is again at the Palace Theatre; she seems as gay 
as ever, and quite undiminished in terpsichorean power. Her 
songs, ‘‘A Bicycle Marriage" and ‘“‘A Semi-Detached Young 
Lady,” are each marked with that expressiveness which kas con- 
ferred upon her the strong distinction she enjoys. We are glad to 
welcome and congratulate her upon her recovery from her severe 
illness. Mr. G. W. Hunter is a clever comedian ; he elicited some 
hearty laughter. ‘‘ Kiss her, damn it, and we'll all go to sleep” 
brought the house down. The Italian Quartette is excessively 
droll, and their musical efficiency something one does not often 
hear. The Polos deserve mention for some very dexterous 
gymnastic turns. The Tiller Troupe exemplify the evolution 
of dancing in the last sixty years, and conclude with some 
marvellous high kicking. The American Biograph has quite 
caught the popular favour. The realistic intensity of these pictures 
is wonderful. The inventor, Mr. Hermann Casler, of New York, 
merits special commendation for this development of photographic 
art. The orchestra, which imparts the light and shade to the entire 
erformance, is excellent, and shows careful and exacting rehearsal. 
Mr. Charles Morton is, amongst managers, facilis princeps. 


On May 31st Sir Henry Irving will read Tennyson's ‘“ Becket” 
in the magnificently restored Chapter House of Canterbury 
Cathedral for the benefit of the Thirteenth Centenary Fund. There 
will be an exceptional interest in hearing Sir Henry Irving read 
Lord Tennyson’s work in the midst of the scenes in which the 
memorable death of the great Archbishop took place. The restored 
Chapter House will be re-opened by H.R.H. the Prince of Wales on 
Saturday, May 29th, and will be first publicly used for the reading 
which Sir Henry Irving is so generously togive. After the reading, 
opportunities will be afforded visitors to see the Cathedral and the 
very spot where the four knights did their terrible deed. Specially 
reserved seats may be procured at one guinea each by letter to Mr. 
Crow, Mercery Lane, Canterbury. 


The private view of the Cabinet Picture Society's third exhibi- 
tion will be held on Tuesday, the 18th inst. Messrs. C. M. M. Dale, 
Bingham McGuinness, T. Neil Knight, Mary L. Mathews, Fred. 
Morgan, M. Murray-Cookesley, and Alfred Powell have been elected 
members of the society. 


Messrs. G. 8. Smith and Company, Gresham House, Old Broad 
Street, E.C., have presented us with a Diamond Jubilee wallet, of 
very convenient size for the breast pocket. It appears this firm are 
gratuitously forwarding a similar wallet to every professional man, 
with the latter’s name and address printed prominently across the 
front of the wallet. Why this firm should go to such an expense 
defies our comprehension. It is casting one’s bread upon the 
waters with a vengeance ! 


In connection with the Diamond Jubilee, Mesers. Speaight, the 
Regent Street photographers, have published a novel congratulation 
card. The design on the front contains a figure of Britannia, 
surrounded by emblems of the Colonies, the whole surroun the 
space reserved for one's portrait. The tout ensemble is very taking. 


The opening ceremony of the Victorian Era Exhibition at 


Earl’s Court will take place on the Queen’s birthday, at noon, 
under the auspices of H.K.H. the Duke of Cambridge, K.G. 
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Poor Old Dobbin! 


Prry the sorrows of poor old Dobbin! Only a few months age 
his very exigsence was threatened by the loudly-heralded advent of 
the motor car. And now the farriers have come out on strike, It 
may be that the shoe pinches these excellent farriers somewhere, 
but they should remember that if the strike continues for ae 
length of time, poor old Dobbin will have no shoes either to pinc 
him or to wear at all. 


187 


nh 




























































































































Oe ee + 





eased 


<p 































































et a ae 
Peale ere 


























FUN. 








a 


mt 








6 
5 


By tHe “Enrant TERRIBLE.”’ 


THERE is no truth in the ramour 
that one of our daily papers has 
offered the Crown Prince of Greece an 
appointment on its staff as chief 
descriptive reporter should his family 

.¢ be banished. But, after the Prince’s 
\\\ skill in altering the Press telegrams, 

there could be no question as to his 
fitness for the position. To change 
s ‘*The Crown Prince was received with 
coldness ” to “The Crown Prince was 
received with loud hurrahs”’ displays 
an imaginative capacity that would do 
credit to the most enterprising journal 
in the world. 


* %% 








In Delagoa -~— 

They saw the Britons lay, 
Each heart was gloomy then, 
They longed for German yoke, 
And not for British oak, 
Those naughty Kruger’s men. 


Our ships they floated on the wave, 
: And not a sign the Kaiser gave 
A ruler to astute, he; 
Old Kruger said, ‘‘I see with pain 
Britannia still rules o’er the main ; 


That Kaiser is a beauty.” 
7 * 
“PUN” LYRICS. (No. 72.) 
PEACE. 


Put the sword aside, 

Take the sickle up, 
Though humbled be your pride, 
Drain the bitter cup; 

Get to work again, 

Drop the martial air, 

Glory is in vain, 

In future take more care 
Passion not to raise, 
Unless you have the pow’r 
To see that passion pays, 
You've had your little hour. 








Trifles about Topics. 


Toric ].—The Dispatch's telegrams anent the state of rural 
roads are much appreciated by Sunday cyclists. 

Torrc II.—Wholesale muzzle robberies have been going on in 
London and suburbs. 

Tortc III.—It is feared that most of the Zanzibar clove 
crop will remain unpicked in future. 
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Toric IV.—The Belgian Government supplies brandy, gratis, to 


M.P.’s making long speeches, 
I.—** MUCKLE WAD HAE MAIR.” 


This newest of wheezes exceedingly pleases 
All Coventry-steed-riding spinners ; 
But we hear that a prayer for a blessing more rare 
Has been made by some cycling beginners. 
Its first kindness to match, they desire the Dispatch 
To declare (ere their bike-ways be wended), « :: 4: 
What roads (beyond London’s) contain most abundance 
Of . . . bars where John Barleycorn’s vended ! 


II.—FAGIN AND THE FIDO-FANCIERS, 


Blimey, look ’ere now! ’Ere’s a bloomin’ fake! 
Folks as ’as dogs is printin’ savage letters, 
Sayin’—“ O,’evns! for goodness grecious’ sake, 
Let’s hev our pets a-freed from these derned fetters! ”’ 
Which readin’, when I meets a whelp or pup 
I acts accordin’—frees it from its muzzle: 
An’ then them letter-writers—locks me up ! ! 
AIn’T ’oomin nature just a bloomin’ puzzle ? 


IlIl,—-THE SLAVES AND THE CLOVES. 


No more in Zanzibar, we learn, 
Will “ chains of slavery ”’ rattle, 
Or masters goad poor serf and kern, 

As cowherds goad their cattle. 
No tyrant, bent on harvest gains, 
May make the dusky drove work 
By brutal threats of brutal pains: 
But—who will do the clove-work ? 


The erstwhile slaves of Zanzibar 
Will ne’er, we fear, with patience 

Be ‘led by th’ nose, as asses are,” 
To arduous avocations. 

’'T wixt stern Compulsion’s whirligig 
Of toil (with all its tedium) 

And glorious otiwm sine dig., 
They seem to know no medium! 


IV.—REFRESHMENT REALLY REQUISITE, 


May this scheme our House of Commons ne’er be brought to— 


But we’ll tell our Government of one which ought to! 
When some member, fond of sempiternal prosing, 

Sets nine-tenths of all his fellow members dozing, 

We insist on’t that a stintless stock of brandy 

Should, at Government’s expense, be placed close handy 
To the weary, wan REPORTER, inly moaning, 

Who must Pitmanise the prolix monotoning! 
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The Right Conclusion. 


[It is now certain that peace will shortly be concluded between 
Turkey and Greece.—Daily Papers.] 


TOUCHING the strife betwixt the Turk and Greece— 
The Turk victorious and the Greek deluded— 
Please understand that it is war, not peace, 
We wish concluded ! 





A Good Name. 
THE boys in a certain school have nicknamed their headmaster 


‘ Switchback Railway,” because he switches their backs and trains 
trem. 
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Sweet Dish or Fruit. 
NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 
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